BELISARIUS                                                 ACT

But nothing broken can be whole again,
Though we may patch it.

Enter JOANNINA hurriedly, followed by ANASTASIUS.
JOANNINA.                                       Is my father here ?

JUSTINIAN. Who is this woman rushing to our presence ?
How did she pass the guard ?

ANASTASIUS.                                     I brought her, sire.

JUSTINIAN. You did inopportunely; take her back.
If she has some small grievance to set right,
There are the public times to claim my ear.
Take her away at once.

JOANNINA (kneeling and taking his mantle). Your Majesty,
I am a suppliant, hold your mantle's hem
With my mortal fingers, as our souls do hang
For our salvation on the cross of Christ.
It is the noblest memory of your reign
That you have never played the Unjust Judge
Towards a woman or poor citizen.

JUSTINIAN. What do you want ?

JOANNINA,                                   My father!

JUSTINIAN.                                                     Who is he ?